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Author's Notes: 

In honor of Halloween coming up, I've written this spooky little story telling the "origin" of The Phantom Lord. 
I'm well aware of the glaring continuity errors, as the song would've been written some time before this story 
takes place, but | don't know how to change it without ruining the Halloween-ish mood so there ya go. Let's just 
say it's an AU for the sake of timeline. This is my first fic I've ever published so please let me know what you 
think! It's written from both points of view, so | hope that doesn't get confusing to read. Enjoy! 


* James 
"Pass the marshmallows." 


Dave tossed the bag to me, and it landed softly in my lap. | poked two marshmallows onto a stick and held it 
over the fire. The wind blew strongly, threatening to snuff out the modest blaze. See, Dave had acted like he 
was this great outdoorsman before we left, but after only a few hours | figured out it was bullshit. | don't 
know why he had to lie--I guess so we wouldn't have to bring anyone else along. Anyway, going along with 


Dave's camping "skills," our campfire was pretty lackluster. 


But to tell the truth, | didn't mind. We were still having a great time, | thought as | watched Dave fetch two 
beers from the cooler. We were two young horror fanatics in the woods at night, in the middle of fall. It was a 
little spooky, but | liked that. Liked spending time with Dave. Having an intimate bonding experience together, if 
that's what this was. 


When | decided the marshmallows were sufficiently toasted, | made two s'mores and handed one to Dave. With 


his other hand, he gave me a beer. 

"Cheers," Dave said, "to the holy celebration of Samhain 

"Halloween's not for another two weeks," | reminded him, but he didn't care. The magic was already there for 
him; he followed his own rules, and possibly his own calendar. If Dave wanted it to be Halloween, there was no 
changing his mind. 


We clinked our beers together and drank. 


| noticed a glint of mischief in his eye as he grinned and said, "And since it's the time when the barrier 


between our world and theirs is weak." 

| rolled my eyes and he sneered at me, not giving up his game. Something about that look.. drove me crazy. | 
glanced away, looking at the fire, and back at Dave as an ember flew towards him. The way he was sitting, his 
legs spread wide apart. fd like to jump in that fire. Wait, no, no, no. What the fuck. 


"Not to scare you Jamie, but | heard some kids say these woods are haunted." 


"Oooh, so scared," | said in a high voice, wiggling my fingers. | tried not to check out Dave's package that was 
clearly outlined in his tight jeans. 


"You won't be so brave when the.. Phantom Lord comes for you. You'll be pissin’ your pants" 

My expression fell flat. "Phantom Lord? Really? You didn't even try; that's the name of my old band, dumbass!" 
‘Knew I'd heard it somewhere," he muttered 

"Yeah, you're a riot, Dave" 


"I try my best." He was already almost done his beer, and his s'more was long gone, the only evidence being his 


sticky fingers. 


Believe me, | knew all about his shenanigans. It was easy to get tired of Dave real quick, especially when he was 
drinking. He was always fuckin’ drunk. If he wasn't drunk, he was fuckin’ high. The other guys were pissed at 
him for one thing or another all the time. But truthfully, | usually wasn't too mad. For me, it was hard to stay 


mad at him. Don't know why. 


Maybe it was that smirk he sometimes gave me, or that sneer that was currently on his lips. | think that 
could've had something to do with it. Maybe | didn't want to admit that | liked his teasing. It gave me 
butterflies. 


After three beers and some smokes, we decided to head into the tent and relax. We were both tired after 
hours of hiking, so | was glad to crawl into my sleeping bag and close my eyes. Dave did the same, and after a 
while, | heard nothing but the sound of his steady breathing and the singing crickets outside. This was what 
peace meant, | thought, sighing. It was rare that | got to do this, got out of the city and relaxed, away from 
people. 


It wasn't long before | was fast asleep. 
*Dave 


| just got up to piss. Y'know, drink a couple of beers and you really gotta go. | made sure to be quiet, because | 
didn't wanna wake James. He was sleeping like a log, on his back with his mouth hanging open. Snoring a little. | 
knew he was a sleep-talker too--I'd heard some pretty weird stuff come out of his mouth in that unconscious 
state. Like, gibberish shit. It reminded me of church when | was little, when people would become possessed by 
the spirit or whatever and start speaking in tongues. It spooked the shit outta me back then, and it was still 
slightly creepy when James mumbled incoherently. Just slightly, because | knew James wasn't possessed. That 


wasn't possible, | reminded myself, stifling the little Jehovah's Witness kid in the back of my mind. 


Anyway, | left the tent and did my business. As | crawled back in, | thought about having a smoke. Well, why 
the hell not? | grabbed my cigs and a lighter from my jacket pocket and went back into the wilderness. 


Well, it constituted wilderness to me, anyway. Truth be told, it was just a pretty small park that you could 
camp in. But since it was October, there was almost no one else out here. That made it better. Just James and 
me away from the city, the money, the shitty people. Away from the little Danish guy, | thought with a snort. 
| loved Lars, but he sure got on my nerves sometimes. No way was | bringing him anywhere meant to be 


relaxing for me. 


| lit the cigarette between my lips and sat on the grass in front of the tent. James didn't get on my nerves 
too much. | could tell | pissed him off a lot, but he was a hothead. He'd get angry a lot, but it never lasted long. 


He was too sweet. 


Ill be honest; | had a little crush on him. Something about him just really did it for me; he was sexy, and it 
weirded me out that | thought that. | tried not to think about it a lot, but he seemed to hke it when | flirted 
with him. Seemed to look at me a little too much. | wondered.. if | tried something, would he be down for it? 


Maybe I'd try it eventually, as | tended to act on impulse. 


My wandering thoughts were halted by the sound of sticks snapping. The noise was fairly close to the tent, 


too. | put all my focus into my ears and froze, like a dog might do. It must've been more than just a couple 


seconds, | realized as the neglected ash from my cigarette fell onto my arm. 


Well, it sure wasn't James. | would've seen and heard him walk out, and besides, | still heard his faint snoring 
coming from the tent. It mustve been a fox or something, | guessed. Why the fuck were its footfalls so 
heavy, though? | admittedly didn't know a lot about wildlife, but this seemed odd. 


| thought about nabbing the flashlight from inside the tent, but decided against it. James might need it, and | 
had good enough eyesight to see by the light of the full moon. The woods weren't even that dense here; the 
sky wasn't blocked out by shrouds of leaves, not at this time of year. I'd be fine. 


| checked around the tent casually, cigarette still in my mouth. Nothing was there. Of course. The animal 
must've run off when it heard me. | returned to the front of the tent, making sure to stomp the cigarette 
hard into the dirt with my sneaker. 

And that's when | saw something weird. It looked like the tall figure of a man, standing among the trees. Maybe 
30 feet away. | squinted. It wasn't moving. Of course it was just a tree; my imagination was playing tricks on 


me. | was being a dumbass. | turned to go back in the tent. 


A twig snapped loudly, echoing loud among the silence. My heart beat faster and | whipped my head around. Oh 
God, | saw the thing move. Fuck 


Fight or flight immediately kicked in--l ran away from the direction of the thing as fast as | could while 
maneuvering around the trees. No way was | going to fight something now, not when it had the obvious upper 
hand. 

James was still in the tent. The thing was following me, not as fast, but | was sure it was behind me. "James, 
wake the fuck up and get out!" | shouted as loud as | could, not caring that | was signaling to the man exactly 
where | was. The sound of my voice echoed throughout the empty woods, taunting me. 

God, please, please let James hear that, | thought as | continued running. 


* James 


| was awakened by this yelling somewhere not too far off. | rubbed my eyes and opened them, but it was too 


dark to see. | felt around for the flashlight. 


Something was up--there was way too much empty space in the small tent. | turned on the flashlight, 


illuminating the red vinyl walls. 
Empty sleeping bag. No sign of Dave. 


| sighed. "Dave?" | called, unamused. 


No answer. He was playing a dumb trick on me. Well, this time | wasn't in the mood for it. | went back to sleep. 


| woke up again, some time later. | hadn't turned off the flashlight, | was still the only person in the tent. A 
pang of fear hit me. Where the fuck was he? He wouldn't pull such a big prank. | checked my watch, confirming 
that it had been a little over an hour since the last time I'd woken up. And once again, | had awoken from 


strange noises outside the tent. This time, though, it was rustling, and it sounded very close. 


"Pssst," | hissed loudly, trying to scare away whatever animal was sniffing for food. "Get outta here!" But it 
didn't stop, just kept rusting. It almost sounded like heavy breathing. 


Ill admit it--l was pretty fuckin’ scared. It felt weird being in the tent alone at night. When Dave had been with 
me, I'd felt completely fine. But now | felt vulnerable, small. Why was it that Mustaine could go wander the 


dark woods nonchalantly, while when | was alone | was terrified of the mere shadows out here? 
| heard twigs snap. Hell no. 
That was it. | grabbed the flashlight, shoved my feet into my sneakers, and stormed out of the tent. 


| walked in a circle around the tent, looking for the source of the noise. There it was--l saw the yellow glow of 
eyes in the shine of the flashlight for a split second, then watched a fat raccoon scamper away. It wasn't 
afraid of people because it got food from campers, | figured. And once again, the woods were quiet besides the 


crickets and my own breathing. 


"Dave, | swear," | muttered under my breath, shaking my head. The careless silence of the woods made me 


feel. exceedingly alone. Like | could be the only person on earth, only the cold stars staring at me. | decided | 


didn't like it. 


My discovery of the raccoon didn't change the fact that my friend was still missing. | was starting to get 
really worried. | tried to think rationally-what were the possibilities here? Maybe he went for a midnight walk. 
Yeah, that sounded legitimate. He was probably smokin’ all the weed without me, | thought and managed a smile. 
| went in the tent and fished around in Dave's backpack for the little baggy of weed, thinking it'd be missing. 
But it was still there, right in the front pocket. 


| sighed. What else? There was the possibility that he was playing an elaborate, drawn-out prank. That 
possibility pissed me off. He'd never done something like that before, made me worry like this. | ignored that 


option. 


| shook my head. Whatever the reason Dave wasn't here, | didn’t like it, and | was gonna go out and find him. | 
headed outside, shining my flashlight methodically around the area, getting a scope of my surroundings. | 
checked the ground--there were definitely footprints, they were all over the place. | followed what looked like 
the dominant trail, which veered sharply off to the left of the tent. As | got into the more wooded area, it 


was increasingly difficult to follow the footprints. Luckily | had the compass in my pocket--I took it out and 


continued in the direction the footprints had been going--southeast, apparently. 
Yeah, | was probably a dumbass for wandering out in the woods when | had almost no idea where | was going. 
But so was Dave. He hadn't even thought to take the flashlight. And it was my job to find him. Not for the 


first time in my time of knowing Dave, | felt like an irresponsible babysitter. 


I'd been wandering for about ten minutes when | heard a scream coming from the east. It was definitely Dave, 


and it sounded pretty real. Terrified, | changed direction and went straight to the east, breaking into a run. 


Eventually | heard something that sounded like moaning coming from the underbrush. | shone my flashlight on 


the area 

"Dave?" | called. 

"James," he replied weakly. A huge wave of relief swept over me. 

| ran over to the sound of his voice to find my friend lying in the dirt. He looked like he'd been through hell: 
there were various cuts and scrapes on him, his hair was all over the place--! saw a twig clinging to one of 
his curls-and worst of all, there was a gash on the side of his forehead, still oozing blood onto his skin and 
hair. 

| shook him vigorously. "Dave, what the fuck is going on?" 

"Ugh. stop fuckin’ shaking me, James. I'll tell you." 

"Tell me right now, and stop closing your eyes." 

"The Phantom Lord" 


| rolled my eyes. "Shut up, Dave, it's not even funny." 


"You don't understand--I'm serious. he's been chasing me for, like, an hour. think | lost him for now, but he 


wants to kill me. He has this big knife, | swear." 

He was probably delusional, considering it looked like he had a concussion 

"Did you fall and hit your head? You made the Phantom Lord up, remember?" 

He nodded slowly, rubbing his forehead and examining his bloody hand. "Shit, yeah.. James, | was running so long. 
| think | tripped and hit this," he said, gesturing to a sharp-looking rock not far from where he was lying. | 


shone my flashlight on it, and the blood glistening on it proved his story. | had the urge to embrace him, to 
clean him up, to kiss it better. No, James 


"Okay, c'mon, get up," | said, helping him sit up and holding him still by the shoulders, peering into his eyes. 
Making sure there was still comprehension in that pretty hazel. "Let's get back to the tent and clean you up." 


"| dunno how to get back." 
"| have a compass and a map; | think I'll be able to find it" 
"But.. the guy chasing me, he's still out here. He'll get us, James." 


| sighed. "I think you hit your head pretty fuckin’ hard and you don't know what you're saying. There's no guy. 
This isn't Friday the Bth You watch too many movies." 


"Okay, we can start going back, but don't say | didn't warn ya," he grumbled. 
*Dave 


We walked for a while, James leading the way with the compass and flashlight. He checked the map every once 


in a while, looking for some sort of landmark we could go by. 


| was on full alert, looking around all sides of us constantly. | swore there was something chasing me before, 


and | wasn't about to let it ambush us. It had fucked with me alright, but | wouldn't let it get James. 
Chill out," James said. "You're only gonna make your head worse worrying like that.” 


"Fuck, James," | snapped, "how ‘bout | just chill out after a psycho killer chases me through the sticks for an 


hour? Sounds reasonable!" 


| didn't need to look at him to know he was rolling his eyes. Of course he didn't believe me. It sounded like 
bullshit, and I'd been known to lie on occasion. But this time, | really wished he'd believe me. Our lives were in 


danger. 


Whatever. If we died, it was James' bad. 


| followed close behind him. It probably--certainly--wasn't the time, but | couldn't help but check out James’ 
ass when it was right in front of me. Those tight jeans sure fit him good, all the way down his long legs. | was 
always horny, but James didn't help, looking like that. Usually | had women around to curb my weird feelings 
for him. But this time, | didn't bother to brush away the thoughts. | was too out of it, had an excuse. | 
indulgently let myself fantasize about bending James over and fucking him in the tent. And how his screams of 
pleasure would echo throughout the woods. Yeah, that was good. | licked my lips and moaned a little, watching 
his shoulder blades rise and fall against the fabric of his grey t-shirt. 


He stopped and turned to face me, his eyebrows knotted in concern. 


"You okay, Dave? How's your head?" 


Oh. | guess he didn't notice my boner straining against my pants. Why would he? He's not gonna look there. 
"Ugh... I'm fine," | said in a low, raspy voice. A little short of breath. Pupils probably blown up. Clearly very 
horny. But James didn't figure that out, even though | swore he could usually smell how horny | was back at 
home. He'd mock me sometimes; I'd pretend to get mad. But now, he was busy making sure | was okay. 
“Anything | can do?" He looked so pretty, with those wide blue eyes. Damn. 

Sure. You can get down on your knees and blow me. 

"Nah, | said l'm fine, dude." 

"Yeah, okay. You look out of it, that's all. Let's keep going." 

He turned his back on me again and kept walking, and | grinned. | couldn't complain about James fussing over 
me. But | hadn't forgotten the Phantom, oh, hell no. | remained calm as we wandered through the forest for 


some immeasurable amount of time, but my instincts were still tense. 


| guess about ten minutes passed before | heard something walking near us, behind us. | tried to remain calm 


as to not freak out James, just nudged his shoulder. We both stopped walking. 
"He's following us," | said lowly, my voice quavering. "We need to run" 
"What?" James sighed and turned around. 


| think he jumped a foot in the air when he saw what was clearly a man or a ghost or something standing 20 


feet behind us. 

"The Phantom Lord!" he shrieked in disbelief. 

"Yeah, see, man?! We're fucked!" 

We both ran, staying close to each other as to not split up again. | don't know how long it was, but | started 
wishin' | didn't smoke pretty early on, because | could hardly breathe. We didn't run straight, we changed 
direction a few times. 

It came to a point that we had to take a break. We were both exhausted, scared out of our minds, and utterly 
lost--the map couldn't do much help now that we didn't even know which way the tent was, and the compass 


had fallen out of James’ pocket pretty far back. 


We sat on the ground side by side, taking short breaths which we could see from the cold. 


Minutes passed. We'd lost the Phantom for now. 

*James 

"Maybe I'd feel better if you'd sing me a song" 

"Yeah, it might give you a good laugh," he scoffed. 

"C'mon, just do it." 

We'd been sitting for a while, dejected and hopeless. Waiting for something. For the man to catch us, or for 
energy to run longer to return to us. | don't know, but Dave was really out of it after running for hours, 
hitting his head, then running some more. 

He sighed, shaking his head, and | figured he wouldn't sing. | wasn't gonna push him any more. But a few 
moments passed and he sang--very softly--the first few lines of ‘Burnin’ For You' from Blue Oyster Cult. We'd 
listened to the single a bunch of times when it was new, on Dave's old record player. 

"Your voice sounds nice, Dave." 


"Oh, shut up." 


"No, really! | like it. You could sing," | said. He did already sing backing vocals, but | could hardly hear it over my 


voice. 

"Thanks, but l'd rather not," he managed a smile. "Besides, we've got a singer.” 
| felt myself blushing. "Let's write a song right now" 

"You kidding? Your turn. My head hurts too much. 


Fall to your kneeeeeees and bow to the Phantom Looooord," | sang, my voice cracking from the register too 


high for my voice. 

Dave broke out into giggles, and | joined him. It was pretty cold out at this time of night, both of us were 
shivering a bit. We leaned close and hugged together for warmth. And somehow, | was smiling. A murderer was 
looking for us, we were lost in the woods--but we were together, and that made it not as bad. 


"If we die here, man.. | love you so much, James. You're my best friend," he whispered. 


| held him tighter, ignoring the flight of butterflies welling up in my throat despite my fear that | might 


actually die before sunrise. "Love you too, man," | mumbled. 


He ran his fingers through my hair, brushing it gently as | leaned my head on his chest. It felt so nice; | didn't 
think anything of it, though. Then he tilted my chin up with my other hand and pressed his lips to mine. | was 
shocked, and in my scared, adrenaline-heavy state, | nearly froze. Oh my God. | had to be dreaming, | thought 
as Dave slipped his tongue into my mouth, only | didn't know if this was a dream or a nightmare. | guess it was 


a mix of both now. My heart was already beating at an incredible speed, but this was making it worse. 


It was awkward at first. | just.. didn't know how to respond to a guy kissing me, let alone Dave. It was so weird, 
and it felt so good. | gave in and started moving my tongue against his, moaning and digging my fingers into his 


hair. 


He purred, grabbing my waist and breaking the kiss to say in my ear, "If | die, l'm glad it'll be like this. With 


you, Jamie." 

| thought of saying something back, but | ended up just mewling softly as Dave began to trail kisses from my 
ear to my jaw, then down to my neck It was obvious that he'd had tons of experience--maybe not with other 
dudes, but he was so perfect at it, effectively making me melt with only a few soft, carefully-placed kisses. | 


could only imagine what else he could do. 


Part of me wanted to ask, What is this, Dave? What the hell are we doing right now? But | didn't. | liked it way 


too much to ruin it now, to say anything at all 


| don't know how long we held each other like that, kissing sensually, exploring. It was surreal, but then again, so 


was this whole night. It was just like a horror movie, | thought bitterly. 


He had pressed me gently on my back against the dirt, and he was on top of me, in the midst of biting at my 
lower lip, when he stopped. 


"You see that?" he said, his body going rigid as he nearly jumped away from me. 


There was a faint light in the distance, moving, getting closer. "Yeah." | sat back up, brushing the dirt off my 
back. 


"Shit, James, shit. Should we run?" 
"Nah, itll hear us. We should stay here” 

"Yeah, we're lost, anyway. And Ive got my blade, so maybe." 

The figure was getting closer; its bluish light was almost blinding as | tried to get a look at it, It hadn't been 
glowing before, | recalled Suddenly Dave stood up, pulling his switchblade out of his pocket and wielding it at the 


figure. His eyes were squinting from the otherworldly light being shined on us. | had to admit, Dave looked 
terrifying--all scuffed up, hair wild, his head covered in dried and fresh blood. 


"Get the fuck away," he snarled at the figure. "I swear to God I'll kill you." 

| shivered. Even now, in the face of death, he was brave. Willing to fight the Phantom Lord, willing to protect 
me. If | died, | wouldn't die alone, but with my best friend. | stood up too, trying to see past the light and catch 
a glimpse of the Phantom. 

And it pointed its light down a little, revealing its ghostly form to us, walking closer. 

The figure stopped, holding up its hands. 


"Relax, boys, put down the knife!" a man's voice said. 


| squinted my eyes. The man was just that--a man, wearing a hat and a square-looking uniform, wielding only a 


flashlight. Not a phantom. 

"What the fuck are you," Dave interrogated, his voice still raspy and full of malice. 

In the flashlights shine | saw a glimmer of light reflected in the man's silver badge. 

"Dave, chill out, its the park ranger!" | said in what might've been my most relieved voice ever. 


It took a moment for Dave to put two and two together, but when he did, he started running his mouth. Of 


course. 


"Thank God, you've come to help! | swear man, there's a psycho killer running around out here, or something- 
he was chasing me, and | hit my head, and--" 


"Why were you running around out here in the first place, son?" 

"Well, | kept hearing noises outside the tent, and--" 

The ranger raised an eyebrow. "Most likely a hungry animal." 

"No, sir, | saw it, and he saw it too! Back me up, James!" 

| nodded, eyes wide. "Yeah, | saw it. There was a man chasing us, but we threw him off 

"Uh-huh. And what did the man look like?" 

"Well, | didn't see him that close; | couldn't.. c-couldn’t tell." | trailed off, realized how ridiculous this all sounded. 


The ranger nodded, scrutinizing us closely. Then the realization that he'd seen us making out hit me, and | think 
my whole body flushed pink. | looked at Dave, who gave me a look that said he was thinking the same thing. His 


eyes smiled weakly, reading my embarrassment. We both knew the ranger wouldn't believe us. To him, we were 
just two long-haired fags having fun out in the forest. 


"Now, boys.. since it seems like everything's fine, | have to ask you a serious question’ 
"Yes, sir," Dave said, his voice small and defeated. 


"From your. behavior, | have reasonable suspicion that you're under the influence of drugs. Are you in 


possession of any illegal substances?" 


"No sir, absolutely not," Dave said. | thought he sounded convincing, but the look on the ranger's face showed 
that he wasn't buying it. However, he also seemed unwilling to pursue the subject further. 


The ranger sighed. "Then | suppose I'll lead you two back to your tent. Sound okay?" 

"Yes, sir," | piped up, ready to be done. "But maybe you could lead us to our car, too?" 

*Dave 

When we got back to my house, | felt more exhausted than | had ever been. | wanted to go straight to bed, 
but James had to play nurse. He made me sit up on the couch and proceeded to clean my face of the blood, 
being careful not to re-open the wound. | didn't need to look in the mirror to know | had a gnarly bruise there, 
Too. James made me tell him how many fingers he was holding up a few times, asked me what year it was, 
what my birthday was.. 

"Tell me your name," he said. 

"James Hetfield," | said, rolling my eyes. He was just playing now. 

He flashed me a goofy imitation of my smile. "| guess that makes me Dave Mustaine.’ 

"Yep. | think Dave ought to go to sleep now, he's fuckin’ tired," | growled. 

"Sure, sure. But before that, | just gotta know.. Why did | kiss James? What was that all about?" 

Fucker. | didn't think he'd mention it, but he often surprised me. 

| shrugged. "It just happened, man. Whatever, | know you liked it" 


"Didn't say | didn't," James said. 


| raised my eyebrows and scooted closer to him. I'd secretly always wanted to be the object of that knowing 
blue stare. "Well maybe it'll happen again." 


He closed the gap between us, giving me a short, sweet kiss, his eyes sparkling with mischief. And | was 
pleasantly surprised at his boldness this time. 


| had to laugh, playing with a strand of James’ hair. "Does anyone wanna talk about how we were almost killed 
by a murderer, or a fucking ghost, or whatever the fuck it was? Is that an everyday occurrence for you, or 
is hooking up with me just that much more interesting?" 

"| dunno, dude. The good old Phantom Lord? | don't think he's coming back for us. We're safe here." 

"Yeah, safe in my shitty little apartment, because no one would ever break in" 

"True. Actually, | think you scared him away for good, looking the way you did." 

| sneered, but the whole situation was still unnerving for me. 

Suddenly, James was trying to hide a smile. 

"What?" | asked. 

"IF | die, I'm glad its with you, Jamie.. oh." he imitated me, fluttering his eyelids and making a kissy-face. 

| growled and grabbed a fistful of his blonde hair, pulling him closer. 

"You really wanna go there right now?" | said in his ear. 

"Maybe," he said coyly. 

"Why is everything maybe' with you? Do you want my cock up your ass or not?" 

| saw James’ face turn pink and bit back a smirk "N-no. not right now...” 

"You wanna stick your cock in me?" | challenged, reveling in the way he blushed more. "C'mon, | know you do." 
"Fuck, Dave, you're-" No. | wasn't having his indecision 

"What, a dude? Too concussed, or what?" 

He shoved me away roughly, shaking his head. "We better go to sleep now, Dave." 

| raised an eyebrow. "Oh, now you're tired. That's all | wanted in the first place, douchebag. | was just playin." 


| barely noticed the secret smile on James' face as he went over the couch and lay down to sleep. Barely. 


For some time, we left it at that. 


EK 

The next day, while Lars was walking to the gas station to pick up smokes, he saw a tattered newspaper on the 
side of the road. Dampened by the rain, weathered by an early-morning storm. Normally, he wouldn't have 
given it a second look, but at that moment the wind blew a strong gust towards him, sending the pathetic grey 
paper to rest right at his sneakers. 


Lars peered at the headline sideways, then relented and picked it up. 

Escaped Murderer Apprehended in Moreland Park. Under the words, there was a black and white photo of what 
was presumably a man. But it was blurred, distorted; he couldn't make out the features. It looked sort of like a 
ghost. A phantom. 

Date: October I7 1782 


"Huh." 


He crumpled it up in his fist and dropped it. Seconds later, the next fall breeze carried it out of sight. 


